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Sav had just walked in the door and already he could hear raised voices. That meant Pete was on a drunken 
tirade again. Sav sighed. "I leave the house for ten minutes," he grumbled, setting his coat on the rack, then 


headed to the kitchen to start up some tea 


Pete was probably arguing with Joe again about the start time for the recording of their third album. Yeah 
right, as if Joe was the one who decided that they would start recording next week. Really, if it were up to 
Joe, they wouldn't start recording until April at the earliest, but no. Mutt wanted them to report to the studio 
before January ended so that's what they were going to do. Pete was going to have to suck it up. 


If he were being honest, Sav really didn't know why Pete was being such a twat lately. Well, he did partly know 
why: his ever increasing alcohol intake. But that can't be the only reason. There had to be something else to 
explain why Pete was getting his knickers in a twist on the daily. 

He was nearly finished making the tea when he heard Steve shouting. 

He froze. Thats not good 

Steve must've been on the receiving end of Pete's bullshit this time instead of Joe. The band knew Steve didn't 
like being yelled at. If he got yelled at for any reason, he normally went quiet and attempted to silently exit the 
situation as quickly as possible. However, on rare occasions, he'd retaliate in kind. Sav had been witness to one 


such occasion a couple of years ago and to say it wasn't pleasant would be an understatement. 


It seemed that this was another one of those moments -- and that meant things were about to get seriously 


ugly. 


Abandoning the tea, Sav bolted up the stairs, following the sounds of Steve and Pete's row to the former's 
bedroom. Their shouting could be heard throughout the entire house, despite being muffled. 


"--and you go on about that shit-—!" 

"well, iF you would stop being a bloody wanker about it-—!" 

"—-shut the fuck up, you stick thn--!" 

"--youre the reason we got thrown out of--!' 

'—-if you bring that shit up one more time, | swear--!" 

"--swear what!? Youll deck me like my dad--!?" 

"--if that's what it takes to knock some sense nto your thick stupid swotty skull--!" 

This had gone too far. Sav finally reached his boyfriend's bedroom, throwing the door open and quickly getting 
between the two guitarists. They looked about ready to tear each other's throats out, and he could easily 
smell the liquor coming off of Pete. "Oi! That's enough, the both of youl" 

Pete pointed an accusing finger at Steve. "He started it! 


"The hell | did!" Steve roared. 


"ENOUGH" Sav didn't like to raise his voice, but he would if necessary. He turned towards Pete, gesturing to 
the door. "Out. Now." 


"But he--" 
Sav's voice got low and dangerous. "Do not make me tell you again” 


Pete glared daggers at Sav for several tense seconds before huffing and storming out of the room, slamming 
the door behind him. He could barely make out some insults about the bassist taking Steve's side because he 


was riding his cock. 


"| swear," he heard Steve say and turned his attention to him. Steve was seething. "One of these days, l'm 
gonna throttle that fucking pint-sized prat" Given Pete's behaviour of late, Sav would love to see that, but 
would prefer Steve not go to prison for murder. "I don't know who the fuck he thinks he is," Steve growled, 


"but l'm getting sick of his shit" 


That makes two of us, Sav thought. “Apparently someone who wants to ‘knock some sense into your thick 


stupid swotty skull.” 
Steve sighed as he sat down on the edge of his bed. "You heard all of that?" 
"Some," Sav admitted, moving to sit next to him. "Are you alright?" 


I'd feel better if the cunt would shut his damn mouth." Steve ran a hand through his hair and let out a shaky 
breath. "I just... l-l just wish." 


Sav wrapped his arm around Steve's shoulders, pulling him close as his breath began to hitch. "It's okay, love," 
he murmured, placing a chaste kiss on his temple. "He's probably bitching for the sake of it" It wouldn't 
surprise him if so. Pete could be quite insufferable when he chose to behave that way. 


They remained this way for some time, the silence only interrupted by Steve's soft crying. Going quiet or 
screaming back, the end result was always the same: tears. Incidents like this were always upsetting for Steve 
regardless of how he responded, and it broke Sav's heart to see him like this. He would give anything to make 


sure his sweet guitarist was never put in this kind of situation again. 


"Hey," he whispered after Steve finally quieted down several moments later. "What do you say we get out of 


the house for a bit, hmm? Maybe check out that new video arcade you've been wanting to go to?" 
Sniffing, Steve looked up at Sav, managing a small smile. "Why, Richard Savage, are you asking me on a date?" 


Sav smiled back, remembering when Steve had said those very same words before their first date. "| very well 


might be," he responded, giving the same answer as before. "Hmm? Wanna go?" 


Wiping tears from his face, Steve nodded, smile widening. "Yeah." 


While Steve got ready for their outing, Sav went back to the kitchen to take care of his abandoned tea. As he 
did so, his mind wandered to their second guitarist. What was going on with him? Stress? Their relatively 
newfound fame getting to him? Some bird stood him up? Whatever the hell his problem was, he shouldn't have 
taken it out on Steve of all people. He put up with enough shit from his dad. He didn't need any of it from Pete. 
Even worse, the bastard knew better and still got in Steve's face. 


Sav grabbed his coat just as Steve came down the stairs. He looked a little more put together than a moment 


ago. That was good. "Ready to go?" 

"Mmhm," Steve hummed, pulling his own coat on. "Are we walking or driving?" 

‘Its too bloody cold to walk" 

Steve grabbed the keys. “We'll drive then" 

| wanna drive," Sav whined as they headed out the door. 

"Do you have your license?" 

"No." 

Steve headed towards the driver side door, smirking at Sav. "Alright then" 

As the pair climbed into the car, Sav made a mental note to talk to Joe about what had happened. With any 
luck, their singer just might be able to convince Pete to apologise for being an asshole. He tended to be good at 


that. Joe could be very persuasive when the need arose. And really, Steve deserved an apology. 


Glancing at Pete's window, he could see the drunken man glowering at the pair as they pulled out, and Sav 


suddenly felt that Pete wasn't much longer for the band. 


